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Mary Aldis 

And its sentinels 

And its mighty door of grey. 

O BITTER 'DAY 

pale small face 

1 saw a moment In a throng of men, 
I am bereft, I am alone! 

I seek, but nowhere find again 
Your startled grace, 
O pale, small face. 

O fearful heart, 

Forever questioning, forever dumb, 

I weary of your sick mistrust! 
Why do you bolt the door when love would come? 

Go dwell apart, 

O fearful heart! 

O bitter day — 

When you looked and passed, you of the pale small face, 

You of the sweet tormented eyes, 
The eager tread, the startled grace! 

Yet I said no word to make you stay — 

O bitter, bitter day! 

EMBARCATION 

Slowly the great wave of a nation's sorrow 
Rises and swells and surges. 
[19] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

From unseen depths it comes, 

From very far away. 

Silently, relentlessly, it moves 

Forward, forward, forward— 

Until at last, with a profound reverberation, 

It breaks upon the grey, inevitable rock 

And falls back, broken into fragments 

That seethe in restless foam. 

GO FROM ME 

Pain, go from me for a little space! 
Leave me to greet the sun-awakened day ! 
You have companioned me in every place — 
Now, for an hour, I would go my way. 

1 would go forth with lifted eyes and heart 
Hearing the blackbird's cry, the lark's delight. 
The whole world sings — I must attune my part, 
Send my voice ringing down the halls of night. 

I have been patient with your dull dead clasp, 
Have borne the horror of your fierce embrace; 
I have not shrunk from your unceasing grasp 
Nor from the lowering pallor of your face. 

Now I am weary — r I would go my way 
One hour alone, to greet the new-born day ! 

Mary Aldis 

[20] 



